Chapter 3: Tender Gear 


“Raizen, Son, don’t come crying to me if you’ re late.” 

When First Lieutenant Fubuki Kei barked that, it was 
when his Tender Gear, “Mushan’’, pranced about the room. 

Pafoooon! 

The cloud of dust from the reeling of the hover nozzle 
was SO massive it made one wonder just how dirty that 
concrete floor was this whole time. 

Then, a second identical vehicle twirled its arms front 
and back, hovered over the guidance path that connected 
the apron to the runway, and jerked itself into high 
elevation in an instant. 

Iruma Military Base had no air defense craft. What it 
did have was the Phantom F-16, a classic plane intended 
for exhibition, and small transporter planes intended for 
carrying messages and transporting small loads. 

This small 8-hour-a-day work squad in Daisanka was 


permitted to use this area, but’ this base, 


compared to the other bases around Tokyo Harbor, was 
known to insiders as a “demotion base” — which was not a 
rumor, but a sad truth. 

The independent land, sea, and air forces had been 
disbanded due to bankruptcy and had been sent to Daisanka 
as fulltime employees for maintenance and _ security. 
However, there still remained some prejudices among the 
troops for the former land, sea, and air force men, and 
Daisanka tended to be wary of outsiders. So people were 
always walking on eggshells. 

“So we have to rely on civilian TV to tell us what’s 
going on... This makes Sergei’s effectiveness worse than 
pie in the sky hopes,” Fubuki complained while still 
making sure that the succession machine was still following 
him. 

It could be called “jumping flight” - presently it was 
flying 500 meters above the water level. 

Only a very thoughtless person would think to fly a 
Tender Gear — something so far removed from the shape of 
an airplane — over the roofs of civilians. 

If a person believed that a human shaped machine such 
as a Hover Nozzle could fly, he wouldn’t be able to work in 
Daisanka. 

Tender Gear can hit very small, specific targets (not 
meant for mass destruction). So for the security and 
maintenance team it was a highly useful machine. 

That was the opinion that Sergei had released to the 


world. 


First Lieutenant Fubuki used this to bring control to the 
country’s rabble-rousers many times. Because of the 
violent actions taken over and over again, Fubuki had been 
officially reprimanded many times over this. 

His companions who entered the force at the same time 
a him had mostly been promoted, but a few others had been 
sent to the intra-ministerial bureau to do plastering work. 

The only reason Fubuki hadn’t been tossed to the 
ground yet was because of the distractions caused by the 
few others in his class who had done worse — the next time 
Fubuki failed, his job would really be in jeopardy. 

A twenty-eight year old bachelor. 

One could say he was extremely right-winged. If you 
asked him, he would say that supremacy brought on by 
force was compulsory. And the masses must not hide this 
principal belief. 

After graduating high school, he entered Sergei and 
sought out the most soldier-like jobs there. He ended up 
enrolling in the Defense University, passed test after test, 
and ended up in Daisanka. 

Until then, he’d put on an innocent face. 

It wasn’t until he’d become a pilot of Tender Gear, a 
“visitor” of Daisanka, and been placed on the front line that 
Fubuki let his true colors show. 

Even on his peaceful missions, he used Tender Gear’s 
Rifle Gun (a tiny Balkan grenade launcher), and would 
terrorize the rabble-rousers with Tender  Gear’s 


manipulator. 


He crushed and dominated. 

Fubuki had his reasons — he felt the more threatening 
he was, the more powerful he would become. 

He was also very short tempered. 

New recruits who had been placed into his unit, Raizen 
Kyoko and Son Keiji, had finished their Tender Gear 
training at Hamamatsu and had been sent there by Iruma 
just that spring. 

The reason they were sent to Fubuki was not because 
the higher ups were generous to him. It was because due to 
pressure from his peers, they’d sent talented soldiers to spy 
on him from the inside. 

Raizen Kyoko and Son Keiji’s skills and sense of 
public peace were very strong and very much in tune with 
Sergei’s ideals. 

And their Tender Gear, set to act against reactionaries, 
were just as quick to react as Fubuki’s temper was to fly off 
the handle. 

“So, what? You’re saying I should end my life without 
once using Tender Gear?” 

“This would be the ideal scenario. Even if use of 
Tender Gear ends here at Iruma Base without being used in 
battle, no one will complain. We don’t want to waste 
money either.” 

“We, the peace keepers at Daisanka, are only here as a 
last resort. When the government has failed, we will spring 
into action. Therefore, we do not take orders from anyone 
other than HQ. Orders from within are seen as mutinous 


and will be punished.” 


Son Keiji was able to make even the most grim laws 
sound pleasant by the way he talked. 
This was Fubuki’s first time dealing with difficult 


coworkers like Keiji and Kyoko. 
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“Keiji, Son, do you think things are headed in a 
dangerous direction?” Fubuki asked while conducting a test 
of the wireless and checking to see that the following craft 
was no threat. 

“Sergei’s primary objective is disaster relief. Any 
actions that disobey orders are problematic to the higher 
ups, but to us it’s no problem...sort of...” 

“What do you mean ‘sort of?” 

“The process by which you receive orders seems 
ambiguous to you.” 

“You bastard — who do you think you are, my 
superior?!” 

“Incorrect, sir. I apologize for saying that.” 

Fubuki heard a faint, but distinct noise coming from 
the Minovsky Particle interference. But it was not serious 
enough to require computer investigation. 

“Raizen! Did you hear that?! Son, you too. There’s 
some background noise. Tell me the cause of it.” 

With his voice in his own wireless communicator, 
Fubuki asked the young officers to confirm the source of 
the noise. 


“T don’t hear any noise.” 


“Mike check over — you’re good to sing, sir.” 

“Idiots! Show a little more urgency here!” 

The two rookies then spat out responses in a jumble. 

“Oh, I cannot believe it, sir! There should never be Minovsky 
Particle interference inside here.” 

“It must be from the mystery Tender Gear. Communications 
are down in Ichigaya.” 

It was just then that the three Tender Gears surpassed the sixth 
annulation line. 

“A sight-battle is also a possibility. Be prepared for that.” 

“’.. You can’t mean...” 

“To the front and to the right, you saw an explosion. You saw 
it, didn’t you!” 

Fubuki pointed to where an X-wing’s air defense system had 
been hit and was twirling to the ground. 

The two young officers had no rebuttal. 

There was no time to complain now. They had been too late to 
save it. 

Fubuki took an uncharacteristically calm stance as he gazed 
over Ikebukuro, Shinjuku, Ichigaya, and Shinagawa. 

Discerning the altitude was difficult, but Fubuki was confident 


in his ability to look over all the cities. 


A cloud of dust could faintly be seen coming 
from Ichigaya. 

(Is anything over there still moving...?!) 

It was then that Fubuki saw, for a brief instant, 
a flash of light about 1500 meters in the sky above 
Tokyo Station. 

It was very far off. 

“Tt’s over the sea now?!” 

The two young officers probably had not yet 
seen what Fubuki had. Fubuki was unsettled as he 
remembered Beston’s words, that Japan had fallen 
into a militaristic regime. Because if that really 
were the case, Japan would be better able to heal 
and protect itself. Fubuki suspected that Japan 
might have a different secret military operation 
opposite of Sergei’s ideals and prowess. 

He believed that an army could not advance in 
skill without questioning the orders of the 


government. 


